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MY GREAT-UNCLE'S DOUBLE.

After his ninety-first birthday my great-
uncle William seemed, all of a sudden, to
discover his great age, and to feel the
weight of his many years. The wonderful
health which he had always enjoyed broke
down, he grew thin and he lost stature.
My father had secretly to give his tailor
instructions to make the old gentleman’s
new dressing gown two inches shorter
than the last one, for he was forever tread-
ing on its edges and stumbling. The old
man lost his interest, too, in one thing
after another of the many that had never
hitherto ceased to engage his attention.
His favorite books lay open unregarded
on his knees, and his remarkable gift of
narration—he was a rare story-teller,
graphic, rapid, thrilling—deserted him.
And he slept more and more; slept late

in the mornings, after his usual time for
rising, slept longer than ever in the after-
noons, and yet fell asleep again immedi-
ately after dinner. My uncle Owen, the
bhilologist, quoted Richard Rolle de
i{ampole,
“An aldeman to dede drawand
May noght wake, bot es ay slepand,”

And my father talked about “the thir-
teenth climacteric,” and all of us, nephews
and nieces, great-nephews and nieces and
great-great-nephews and nieces, felt very
sorry for what we could see was coming,
for we were all deeply attached to the
dear old man.

I say this by way of preface, in order
that those who prefer to explain such
phenomena as Iam going to relate as the
mere waking dreams of an old, old man,
fast sinking beneath the spell of the last
great sleep, may do so if they chose. My
own opinion—but that is no part of my
story.

When the spring came the medical man
recommended change of air—the Berk-
shire pine country. So my great uncle
went into Berkshire, and I with him. I
was his favorite great-nephew, and do
not mind confessing that I was proud of it.

The change of air did the old man good.
Our lodgings were comfortable, and the
weather fine. My uncle recovered some
of his old spirits and was able to take
several “constitutionals.”

One afternoon as we returned from our
walk our landlord met us at the door, and,
touching his forehead, said to my uncle:

“I beg your pardon, sir, but there is an
old lady here who would much like to
speak to you, if you have a few minutes to
spare, sir. It is my grandmother.”

My uncle assented, and we followed our
host into his wife’s parlor. As we entered,
a gray, toothless, withered old dame rose
from Ler place by the fire and courtesied
to us.

“You don’t remember me, sir,” she said
to my uncle as soon as he had sat down.
“But I remember you, sir. I was Miss
Jessy's maid, sir, at Northbrook. Do you
remeniber, sir, in 1814 2

My uncle looked up quickly.

“Ann?” heasked with surprise.

“Yes, sir,” answered the old dame, with
a smile of pleasure at finding herself re-
membered. “I recollect your coming to
Northbrook, sir, in 1814, in the Easter
week. And when my grandson told me
that a gentleman of the name of Gibson
was come to stay with him, I thought at
once of you, sir. And then, when I saw
you in church last Sunday, I said, ‘Why,
and that is the very same Mr. Gibson, now,
TI'm sure” But,” she concluded deferen-
tially, “you're grown in years, sir.”

“Well,” thought I, “since 1814, natu-
rally.”

But I was listening with great curiosity.
For all of us knew that my great-uncle
William had a secret, though what the
nature of that secret was no one had any
idea. Only my father had heard from his
father that some fifty or sixty years since,
Uncle William would, now and then, in
conversation with his elder brother Dick,
obliguely allude to a certain Jessy, respect-
ing whom Uncle Dick was always pro-
foundly reticent. My great-uncle Dick’s
death took place in the twenties, I have
forgotten exactly when, and since that
Uncle William had never named Jessy.
But now it seemed probable that I might
hear something about this mysterious
lady.

“And where are you now living, Ann ?”
asked my great-uncle.

Toe old woman replied that she still
lived at Northbrook. My uncle went on
to ask about her history. I began to be-
lieve that, after all, he meant nothing to
be said about “Miss Jessy.” But presently
he inquired:

“And the old place at Northbrook, ‘The
Cottage,” and the garden, and the glebe,
and the rookery, do they all remain the
same ?”

“They built some new houses in the gar-
den of ‘The Cottage,’ some ten vears back,
gir,” answered {the old woman. “And
after that they pulled ‘The Cottage’ down.
But the glebe, and the rookery, they re-
main the same still.”

A full minute passed before my uncle
spoke again.

“And Miss Gwynne,” he asked without
any apparent emotion, “she married? She
is not alive now, I suppose? You and I
have lived to be such old folks, Ann, that
there is scarcely any one whom we knew
left.”

“Ah! no, sir,” answered the old dame
dreamily. “But Miss Jessey, sir, died in
1819. You never heard of it?”

“1819!” exclaimed my uncle.
was married only in—in—"

“In 1817, sir; in June, three years and
two months after you came.”

“Yes, ves; I know it was about that
time,” answered my uncle, with something
like a shade of impatience.

1 was impressed by the way in which
the old dame dated the marriage from the
tiwe of my uncle’s visit.

“You never came again, sir,” she vent-
ured to remark now, finding that my
uncle asked no more questions.

No, my uncle admitted, he had not
called again.

“Miss Jessy used to say, sir, that you
would come some day. ‘Sowe day, Ann:
some day,’ she used to say to me. ‘You'll
see, Ann, that some day Mr. Gibson will
come again.’”’

“Tell me about her marriage.” said my
uncle, changing the subject, “She mar-
ried a Mr. Morgan ?”

“Yes, sir. After all, she married Mr.
Morgan Morgan. It was to Mrs. Morgan’s,
his mother’s, that she went to dinner that
day you came, sir. Perhaps you remem-
ber?”

“I remember that she went to dine with
some friends. I had forgotten who they
were,” replied my uncle. “But tell me how
all this happened—Miss Gwynne's mar-
riage, and the cause of her early death.”

Cowplying with this request the old
dame commenced a long but tolerably lucid
history. Indeed, I thought it a wonder-
fully lucid history for an old wohian to
tell after the lapse of so many vears. But
the incidents had evidently made a strong
impression upon her at the time of their
occurrence. i observed that my uncle
listened with rapt attention to every turn
of her narrative. Ishall not attempt to
repeat the old woman'’s words, but only to
give their general substance.
~ What she gave us to understand was
this: After my uncle left “The Cottage”
that afternoon in the Easter week of 1514,
Miss Gwynne was fully convinced that
some day he would again come to call in
the same unexpected way. Esrecially at
Christmas she thought she should see him;
and again after Easter returned. So con-
vinced was she that sometimes after break-
fast in the spring mornings and late in the
autumn afternoons she would go across the

lebe meadows in the hope of meeting

im, having somehow persuaded herself
that on this or that day he would cer-

“But she

tainly come. And]1 sometimuels she hv:ou]d
w on returning home without having
seee?’ him. At other times she woch sit
for hours at a window at the back of “The
Cottage,” watching the path by which he
should arrive. All this the old woman re-
lated a little reticently and hesitatingly,
but what she meant was clear. Plainly,
some time or another my great-uncle Will-
iam had fallen in love with Miss Gwynne,
and his regard had been, at least in a de-
gree, returned. Noi having seen the
young lady for three or four months he
had paid her this visit at Northbrook on
his way home from Oxford at Easter in
1814; and after that visit, whatever my
uncle’s feelings may have leen, Miss
Gwynne’s sentiment was that she would
very much like him to come to see her
again. And so, the wish fathering the
thought, she believed that he would cowe.

But to resume the old crone’s story. The
days and the months passed, and my great-
uncle came not. Meantime, at North-
brook, lived a Mr. Morgan Morgan, a
rival, apparently, of my uncle’s, who, at
any rate, was always on the spot. And
then it seems, in the course of time, Jessie
Gwynne grew tired of waiting for my
uncle who never came back. Anyhow,
Morgan Morgan's suit, ever warmly
pressed, began to obtain a hearing, and at
last one day Ann learned from her young
mistress that she had promised Mr. Mor-
gan that she would marry him. Miss
Gwynne’s parents, however, would not
hear of the match, and the young lady
was forbidden to meet her lover. But
one morning, when Ann went to awaken
her, Miss Gwynne was nowhere to be
found, and on the next day came a letter
annonncing that she and Morgan Morgan
were married.

The young people went to London to
live, and for a year or two all went well—
too well. Mr. Morgan made money, and
the old people at “The Cottage” forgave
their daughter, and she had 2 grand house,
and there were balls and dinners and par-
ties and gayeties every day. Then troubles
begae—the troubles the old folks had al-
ways foretold. Mr. Morgan was in debt.
Mr. Morgan gambled. Mr. Morgan took
to hard drinking. Mr. Morgan grew tired
of his young wife; neglected her; was un-
kind to her; wronged her; beat her
cruelly. Then followed some episode over
which a veil was thrown; thetruth about it
was never known; but Mr. Morgan wrote
to the old people at “The Cottage” to in-
form them that his wife had left his house.
After that followed two terrible months—
a blank. Mr. Morgan was in prison, and
Mrs. Morgan was—only the Lord knew
where. Her parents sought for her far
and near, but all in vain.

But at last, one evening, after “The Cot-
tage” had been locked up for the night
and every one in it had gone to bed, as
Ann -was dozing off to sleep, she heard
some one tapping, tapping against the
shutter of the kitchen window, just be-
neath her room. ‘At first she was fright-
ened, but after a while she struck a light,
and went down stairs, and softly opened
the front door and called.

Outside was Mrs. Morgan.

“No, no, Ann; let me in the back way.
I am not fit to enter my father’s house by
the front door,” she insisted.

So Ann let her in by the kitchen door,
as she wished. She had nothing on her
head, and was looking miserably ill.

“I have come home to die, Ann,” she
said, choking over the words. “I have
come home to die.”

She would not have Ann arouse either
her father or father. But she said she
would sit by the kitchen fire, the embers
of which still glowed in the grate. It
was as much as she could do to walk the
length of the little room. When she
reached. the fireside she staggered 1o a
chair, and sank into it, and seemed to Ann
to have a sort of fit.

Then, recovering herself a little, she
said, “Only just in time, Ann. Only just
in time.”

Ann stood looking at her, bewildered,
not knowing what to do.

But Mrs. Morgan spoke again :

“Has father grieved much, Ann? Tell
him—you must tell him—that—that I—"

She gave a sort of groan, and fell off the
chair on the floor, and lay quite still. ;

She was dead.

“They buried her in the churchyard,”
contipued the old crone, “but the parson
would not let them put up any stone, be-
cause of what the doctor said. Though
what that wasI never heard. Bat it broke
the old people’s hearts.”

All my uncle said was, “My God! My
God!”

He shook hands with the old woman,
and gave her a sovereign, and told her
that he would not forget her, and I took
her address.

s

During the rest of that day and the
whole of the morrow my uncle was
taciturn. On the third day he said to me,
“Bob, we will drive over to Northbrook.
It is not far.”

I was disposed to dissuade him, for I
could not see that the expedition would
do him any good. But he had set his
heart upon it. So the next morning we
went.

During the whole of our Jrive my uncle
spoke only once, and then rather to him-
self than to me. “To Northbrook once
more, after all, and, as Jessy said, unex-
pectedly!”  After we had driven some
eight miles we turned into a country lane.
As we approached the brow of a hill my
uncle said: “Tell the driver to stop. We
will walk the rest of the way. The car-
riage can join us at the church.”

We alighted and proceeded on foot. A
slight ascent soon bronght us to the crown
of the hill. My uncle stopped, and resting
both his hands on his stick planted before
him, seemed to reflect upon his reminis-
cences of the view. Before us, on the
slope of the hill, lay a little country town.
Toward one end of it stood a fine old
church, with a low square tower, rising
among some trees., Near the church we
could see a few houses of a modern date.
Less than a hundred yards from us a path
across the fields seemed to lead from the
lane to the church.

My uncle took my arm again, and we
went on. When we reached the path
across the fields he said: “We go this
way.”

“You were familiar with this part of the
country once, uncle ?”’ I asked.

“No, I never came here but once, Bob.
Only once—seventy years ago !”

Soon he stopped me again.

“Wait,” he said. “Here you can just
see a little wicket, and then the path turns
under the trees.”

That was so. I suppose the old gentle-
Then we went on again, this time as far as
the wicket. There we made a similar halt.
My uncle laid his hand on the little wooden
gate.

“This cannot be the same gate,” he said
musingly. “Ah, no; the bars used to be
the other way !”

“Three-score years and ten, Bob,” he
said, as we resumed our walk. “I was
then a younger man than you are now. It
any one had told me that morning that T
should come this way but once more, and
that not until after seventy years had
passed away! It was a morning just such
as this. The young leaves were on the
trees, and the rooks cawing in the tail
elms as you can hear them now. How
‘\j\'ell I remember 1t! It seems but yester-

ay.”

Presently he stopped once more. We
were approaching the backs of some mod-
ern houses. Saying nothing, my uncle
surveyed the place where they stood, re-
constructing in his mind, I imagined, the
vanished cottage. Then we again went
on.
After we reached the road it was but a
short distance to the church. I had writ-
ten to Ann, and she met us at the lych-
gate.

“Ann, I want you to show me where
they buried her,” said my uncle.

‘| gone crazy

(

The old woman led usacross the church-
{ard. As we followed her tottering steps

could not help thinking of the Ann my
uncle had been describing to me the previ-
opsl evening, a bright, saucy-eyed serving
girl.

“’Tis a mound next against a buttress,”
said the old crone as we picked our way
amidst the graves along the wall of the
church. “The third buttress from the
end. The old gentleman used to come and
lean his arm against the buttress and cry.”

We were close to the third buttress. My
uncle took off his hat, and the spring
breeze played in his few thin white hairs,

Only against the third buttress there
was no mound, but a big altar-tomb in
good repair, with the dates 1789, 1799,
1801, 1803 freshly repainted.

Leaning on my arm, my uncle stood si-
lent, trembling slightly. His eves were
fixed upon the old woman, who was look-
ing puzzled.

“I’ve come to poor Miss Jessy’s grave so
often,” she said meditatively. “No; this
one”’—she pointed to the altar-tomb—*was
always here. It is the onenext to this.”

She led us on to the next buttress.
There was a little chantry door near it.

“No,” she said again; “it was not here
by the door. It must have been the other
way, the second. No, 'twasn’t the second,
I know. Perhaps’twas the fourth.”

“How long is it since you came to Mrs.
Morgan's grave?” asked my uncle. He
had put on his hat.

The old dame shook her head.

“I used to come very often, sir, at first,”
she answered slowly. “But the last time
—well, sir, ’tis many years ago. But,”
she resumed, more quickly, “I'm sure I
ha'n’t forgotten. Ifit’s not by the fourth
buttress it must be by the fifth, for I'm
near certain 'twasn’t the second 'twas by.”

“She has forgotten, Bob,” said my uncle
gently. “Let us go.”

So we returned to the carriage.

Taking a last look at the gray old
church my uncle sighed, “Poor Jessy!”
and then we drove away.

In my letters home I said nothing
about our visit to Northbrook. I had no
instructions to that effect from my uncle,
but I could divine the old gentleman’s
wishes.

However, as I had anticipated, his visit
to Northbrook did him no good. He be-
came restless, and before the end of the
next week we returned home. His ar-
rival there entirely upset him. After
dinner he expressed a wish to be alone,
and so we left him by the dining-room
fire. At half-past eleven, having neither
seen nor heard anything of him, we be-
came anxious and went to seek him.

We found him in the chair in which we
had left him, apparently unable to rise.
He was pale and very agitated and gave
us to understand that something had hap-
pened which he was unable to explain.
But he was annoyed at our having come.
We were naturally alarmed and persuaded
him to spend the next day in bed and to
see the d[z)ctor. What had happened we
were never able to find out, but it was
some time before the old gentleman left
his room. When he was a little better
his old friend, the Dowager Countess of
K sent him an invitation to spand a
fortnight with her in Warwickshire.
The prospect of the visit cheered him
wonderfully. The invitation was accepted
and he and I, a Week later, went down to
the old Countess’s.

We must have been in Warwickshire
about ten days when it happened that one
afternoon our conversation fell upon the
subject of a recent murder in a certain
noble French family. All our little party
were that afternoon assembled on the ter-
race, sitting under the shade of the trees,
whose foliage spread abeve us dark against
the deep-blue sky, for it was now high
summer. Many things were said about the
murder, and someone remarked how dread-
ful it was that it should be possible for a
man at the end of a long, innocent and
honorable life, to commit so great a crime.

The old Countess shrugged her shoul-
ders.

“A great crime at the end of an inno-
cent and honorable life !’ she remarked in-
credulously. “You young people believe
in it? I dare say you do. The world
grows ignorant apace since you have all
about education. And you
young folks know nothing about great
crimes, A man’sgreat crime is committed
before he is one and twenty.”

Some of us protested.

“Fiddle-de-dee,” retorted the Countess.
“What do you know ?—you chiidren! Do
you mnotice, my boy”—thie, giving me a
tap with her fan—“that your uncle says
nothing ?”

“Because,” answered my uncle slowly,
“I agree with you, Countess. A man’s
great crime is committed before he is one
and twenty.”

And how the old noblewoman looked at
him and nodded to herself! Half an hour
later, she and I happening to be left alone
together, she asked me:

“Bobby, did you ever hear of one Jessy
Gwynne ?”’

I answered a little reticently that I had
heard something about her,

“H’m!” remarked the old woman, with
a look that seemed to look me through and
through.

“I believe,” I explained, “that my great-
uncle was once upon a time in love with
her, and that it came to nothing. That
was all.”

“Yes—that was all,” remarked the
Countess in an odd tone. “Bobby,” she
added, “you are a baby. You are all
babies now, I think. Did you ever read:
‘Il n’y a guere d’homme assez habile pour
connaitre tout le mal qu'il fait’? I dare
say not. It isin a book you young people
don’t read.”

IIL

When I went up stairs that evening
with my uncle to his room he sat down, as
he generally did, to talk a little before
asking me to wind up his watch and to
assist bim to undress.

“A wonderful woman, Lady K., Bob!”
he began. “There are no women like that
now. A wonderful woman! Did you this
afternoon remark that observation of hers
about great crimes, Bob ?”

“I did,” I replied, “but I cannot say that
I understood it.”

“Profound, Bob! profound!” said the old
man.”  “Nine crimes out of ten, nephew,
spring from men’s ignorances; and how
great are young people’s ignorances ! That
is what young people never know; and
there's the rub, Bob. That is what leads
them into their great crimes—wrongs
against fathers and mothers, those who
love them, and those whom they love best.
You are five-and-twenty, Bob. Your great

! : | crime has been committed, or you will
man stood at this spot quite five minutes. |

never commit one. Take an old man’s ad-
vice ; look well around you, and find out if
you have been guilty. And if you have, re-
dress it while you can”’—“while you can,”
}xe repeated more slowly, “before it is too
ate.”

Was there something, I wondered, on
the old man’s conscience ? Had I heard
at Northbrook only a part of the history of
Jessy Gwynne? 1 began to suspect so.
The next instant the old gentleman re-
ferred to the very subject which was occu-
pring my thoughts.

“You remember our visit to Northbrook,
Bob ?” he said. “My crime”—he spoke
solemnly—"“my crime was my conduct
toward Miss Gwynne. It was no crime.
vou would say. I was nothing, nothing
such as a man would reproach himself
with, much less anything such as the
world esteems wrong; but in my ignor-
ance, in the ignorance of my youth, %ndid
a thing that had consequences so awful.
And I never knew it. Never suspected it;
not once in seventy years. And that is
just it, Bob—a man so seldom knows when

e has been wise, and when he has been
wicked.”

He was silent a while, and I did not
press him to ;:glain himself. But pres-
ently he resu of his own accord:

“Men’s greatest crimes, Bob, are not

those that they commit with the greatest

the world has attached the most shameful
names, but those acts, followed by the
cruelest results, which spring from the
weakness of our characters, acts of which
we are guilty without suspicion that we
are doing wrong, and whose miserable con-
sequences we oniy understand when rem-
edy has become long since impossible.”

Again my uncle was a little while silent
before he continued:

“The evening that I came home, Bob,
after our stay in Berkshire—that evening
that you left me by the dining-room fire—
I kad a vision. You will think that I am
very old, and I begin to dote. Perhaps I
do. But what I tell you is true.

“When you were all gone that evening I
sat by the fire thinking of things that hap-
pened many years ago and of what Ann
told us, and of our visit to Northbrook :
and then, presently looking up, I found
that some one had come to sit with me.
The impression my visitor made upon my
senses was vivid and distinet. I saw him
clearly and could hear him move, and I
felt the difference when he stood between
me and the fire. But I had a clear intu-
ition that his presence was unreal; that
what I saw was but a phantom creation of
my own senses. So completely was I in
possession of my judgment that I said to
myself: ‘I must be in worse health than I
supposed, to be subject to illusions such as
this” But just as one says to one’s self in
a dream, ‘This must be a dream,’ and yet
one continues to dream on, so my illusion
continued.

“I felt no surprise. The presence that
was with me seemed to me natural—as
natural as if your father had come in or
you, only I wondered who my visitor was.
He sat a little before me, nearer the fire, so
that I only saw the back of his head and a
part of his cheek. At one time I thought
1t was your grandfather, for the figure
was not unlike his, and the clothes were
such as he used to wear. At another
time I thought it was Dick; but the hair
was darker than his. But my visitor
spoke.

‘“‘Shall we go back, William? he said,
‘back to 1814, and go down again to
Northbrook and see Jessy Gwynne ?’

“His voice was familiar to me, very
familiar., It was like Dick’s voice, but it
was not Dick’s. Nor was it your grand-
father’s, nor the voice of any one that I
could remember.

“However, while trying to identify it, I
had given some sort of assent to his propo-
sition.

“The scene around me faded—the fire
and the walls and the pictures, and, sim-
ultaneously, a change passed within my-
self. It was spring, and I was walking
with my companion in a country lane. My
step was easy and elastic,and I wore a
dark plum-colored coat. It was a new one
that I had recently had made at Oxford,
and I was in my 20th year. Below us, on
the slope of a hill, lay a little country
town, with its church tower peeping above
some trees. It was Northbrook. We
reached a stile, and my companion said:
‘This is no doubt the stile” So we crossed
over the stile and took a path across the
fields. ‘Shall we find Miss Gwynne at
home? 1 asked. He did not know any
more than [. Presently we came to a spot
where we could just see a wicket gate—vou
remember it.

“ ‘There is some one coming,’ said my
companion. ‘A girl! Look!

“ “Why, I answered, ‘ves! No—yes! It
is Miss Gwynne herself” And my heart
leaped with a great leap of joy.

“We met her just where the path
reached the trees, and she and I shook
hands, like lovers delighted to meet unex-
pectedly. For a few minutes we stood
talking where we had met. The spn
shown on the grass, and onthe young
green leaves, and rooks cawed around
their nests in the tall trees, and to me the
whole world seemed to be flooded with
happiness. But I soon learned with dis-
appointment that Miss Gwynne was going
out to dine with a friend, and that her en-
gagement could not be postponed. I offered
to accompany her for a part of the way
to her friend’s house, and so turning back
walked with her. I had brought her a
little present from Oxford, and when we
again reached the wicket gate I gave it to
her. At the gate we stood awhile talk-
ing, and she put her small foot upon the
lowest bar of the gate. I thought that
she accepted my present coldly, and I
could not prevail upon her to let me ac-
company her any farther than the stile at
the end of the meadows. There we said
‘good-bye,” she telling me to go on to ‘The
Cottage” Her father and mother would
be glad to see me, and she would return
home probably before I left.

' “So we parted; for I was timid about in-
sisting about going any further with her
after she forbade it. I had, in reality,
come to ask her to be my wife, and would
to God I had done so? But I was un-
able to understand her reserve, and dis-
pleased that she should have refused my
escort. So she went on, and I turned back
with a very heavy heart,

“‘OQ’ercharged with burden of my own love's

might,’

to retrace the steps I had taken at her
side. My companion had rejoined me, but
we walked in silence, and 1 observed that
he kept his face averted from my scrutiny.

“At ‘The Cottage’ we were received with
kindness and hospitality, and Mrs. Gwynne
insisted upon our remaining until her
daughter returned home. But the after-
noon wore away and we saw nothing of the
young lady—only just before our departure
she came in, as we were having some re-
freshments, and then she sat apart from us,
talking with her father at the other end of
the room, of what she had heard at dinner,
gossip about people to me altogether un-
known.

“The time came when it was necessary
for us to leave in order to catch the coach,
and I made my adieus. Mrs. Gwynne
bade me be sure to come again, Jessy
said nothing, only ‘Good-bye, Mr. Gibson,’
a little timidly.

“And my compasion and I went back
across the glebe meadow to meet the coach.

“‘So we have been to ‘The Cottage’ and
seen Jessy Grwynne,’ said he.

“‘Yes I answered, slowly. My heart
was very heavy. I had met Miss Gwynne
the previous Christmas, and ever since I
had been dreaming a young man’s dream
of pretty Jessy Gwynne.

*“‘Shall you come to Northbrook again ?’
asked my companion.

“‘What is the good? I replied.

“For Bob, ;

“‘To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit,’
and I exhibited no fine wit in the matter,
but only the dullness of a boy, stupid with
love; and because Jessy Gwynne was coy,
I was clean disheartened. I seems a little
matter, does it not? But vou shall hear.

“Now, so far, Bob,” continued my uncle,
after a little pause, “there is nothing very
strange in my vision, or dream—unless it
was its coherent vividness. It was all
mere memory. For these are exactly the
things that happened on the ocgasion of
my visit to ‘The Cottage,’ and Ishall never
forget them. Only I went thither alone—
at least—but perhaps you will understand
presently.

“To my answer, ‘What is the good?
my companion made no reply in words,
but already the scene had again changed.
We were no longer crossing the glebe
meadows at Northbrook, we were nowhere
in space, but the things that happened at
‘The Cottage’ passed before us, seen and
understood I cannot tell bow. I saw Miss
Gwyune watching for my coming. 1
heard her talking of e to Ann, and I saw

her go out across the meadows to meet
me, now in the springtime, now in the
bright summer mornings, and again in the
autumn when the leaves were falling.
Sometimes she would go out thus two or
three days running. And then I saw her
weep on her return home. Much more
than that, I was conscious of her thoughts;
that she said in herself that I was unjust

to desert her, only because she had once
- been coy. I saw and understood much

y
deliberation, nor those always to which

more than Ann told us. And then I per-
ceived a change pass in Miss Gwynne.
Gradually she thought less of me, and a
stranger supplanted me in her affections,
a man whose features I could never see.
But she met him often, and I saw that
from having loved me with a maiden's
first timid love, she passed to forgetting
me and to loving him with a woman’s first
great passion. Then I heard my compan-
ion speak again—

““Will you see the rest ?’

“And I seemed, without speaking, to
answer ‘Yes,” but with apprehension.

“And I saw therest. It passed like
lightning; like that perfect recollection
which, they say, crosses at the last instant
the brain of a drowning man; but I saw it
all. I saw what was never known, and I
know it. I saw Mrs. Morgan, when ix the
last depths of her distress, set out on foot
through the streets of London to go to me
for help—for I wasin town at that date,
and she knew it; and I saw her turn back,
saying to herself, ‘He cast me off when 1
loved him for the lightest trifle, and what
would he do for me now? Isaw her, with
no covering on her head in the cold night,
take the poison from her pocket and drink
it at the stile where we had parted. Isaw
her stop at the wicket gate, where she had
accepted my present, and say to herself,
‘Oh, why did he never come back? I
saw her tapping at the kitchen shutter,
already in the torments of death. And
I saw ber die. I saw her buried, too, by
the third buttress of the church—not
counting those of the chancel. And”’—my
uncle’s voice dropped—“I saw her soul;
and it had not yet entered into its rest, and
it said to me, “What did I do to you?
See, faint heart, what you have done to
me !’

“And then I was again in the dining
room with my visitor. And I was no
longer young, but old, as old as I am now :
and I understood that Jessy’s soul is not
even yet at rest.

“My visitor had grown old too, very old,
and gray and bald.

“‘And was I the cause, then, that Jessy

Gwynne came to sorrow, and ruin, and
shame, and death? I asked, smitten with
a sudden fear of guilt.
“*Yes, you, William,” answered my vis-
itor in that voice I knew so well but could
not recognize. ‘If you had gone again to
Northbrook, would any of these things
have happened ¥’

“Then I understood, and I bent my
head and was silent.

“My visitor rose and stood with his back
to the fire. After a long time I raised my
eyes to him. It was—myself. For a while
I eyed him steadfastly, and then a sudden
great shock passed through me, and I
knew that I was again alone, but my con-
sciousness forsook me, and I knew nothing
more until you came in.”

A long silence ensued, I durst ask no
questions.

“And now I will go to bed, Bob,” said
my uncle at length, quietly. “When I die
tell them to bury me near Jessy if they
can.”

When I came to see my uncle the next
morning I was shocked at the change I
found in him.

“I am very ill, Bob,” he said at once.
“Send for your father, and for a priest.”

“You have had a bad night?” I asked.

““Ah, no, Bob,” answered the old man
with a strange smile; “I have had a good
night, a good night, Bob; but I have had
a bad awakening. I dreamed, Bob, thatit
was that Christmas afternoon that vour
great-grandfather brought us little lads a
box of bricks and I sat on the floor and
Dick taught meto build a wall. And I
said to some one, ‘But how comes Dick to
be here? Dick has been dead these sixty
years. And the person to whom I spoke
said, ‘Dead sixty years! How so? ‘Why,
I answered, ‘I am turned ninety-one.
And the same person answered me, ‘Non-
sense, Billy, you have been dreaming
again. Ninety, child! Why, you are not
vet nine!” ‘And Dick’s funeral,’ I asked,
‘and my long life, and Jessy Gwynne?
‘All dreams, you silly little fellow,” an-
swered the voice; ‘your life is all to come.
Then I leaped up from the floor and

laughed; and I sat down again on the floor
by him, and we went on building the wall.
But, Bob, the awakening has killed me—
my life is done.”

We telegraphed for my father and the
old man died that same afternoon. We
buried him at Northbrook in the spot he
wished. He was quite right about the lo-
cality of Mrs. Morgan’s grave. The last
words he said were, “Remember Jessy’s
soul.”—Temple Bar.

Some years ago European dress began
to come into vogue in Japan for women as
well as for men, but a reaction has set in.
The Japanese women are not satisfied
with the ordinary dress styles of civiliza-
tiot, but they are unwilling to return to
their old dress, and hence they have been
making a study of “rational dress” ad-
vocated by the various feminine dress re-
formers. 2

“ALL run down” from the weakening
effects of warm weather, you ne.d a good
tonic and blood purifier like Hocd’s Sarsa-
parilla. Give this peculiar medicine a
trial. Sold by all druggists.

Miss Lizzie Graft, of Jackson, Me., who
died recently at the age of 43 years, was
the mother of fourteen children, eleven of
whom are living.

MAaNY A LiFe

HAS been saved by the prompt use of
AL Ayer’s Pills. Travelers by land or
sea are liable to constipation or other
derangements of the stomach and bowels
which, if neglected, lead to serious and
often fatal consequences. The mostsure
means of correcting these evils is the use
of Ayer’s Cathartic Pills. The pru-
dent sailing-master would as soon go to
sea without his chronometer as without
a supply of these Pills. Though prompt
and energetic in operation, Ayer's Pills
leave no ill effects; they are purely
vegetable and sugar-coated ; the safest
medicine for old and young, at home or
abroad. -

“For eight years I was afflicted with
constipation, which at last became so
bad that the doctors could do no more
for me. Then I began to take Ayer's
Pills, and soon the bowels recovered
their natural and regular action, so thag
now I am in

Excellent

health.”—Mrs. C. E. Clark, Tewksbury,
Massachusetts.

“I regard Ayer's Pills as one of the
most reliable general remedies of our
times. They have been in use in my
family for affections requiring a purga-
tive, and have given unvarying satisfac-
tion. We have found them an excellent
remedy for colds and light fevers."—
W. R. Woodson, Fort Worth, Texas.

‘“ For several vears T have relied more
upon Ayer’'s Piils than upon anything
else in the medicine chest, to regulate
my bowels and those of the ship's crew.
These Pills are not severe in their ac-
tion, but do their work thoroughly. I
have used them with good effect for
the cure of rheumatism, kidney trou-
bles, and dyspepsia.” —Capt. Mueller,
Steamship Felicia, New York City.

“T have found Ayver's Cathartic Pills
to be a better family medicine for com-
mon use than any other pills within my
knowledge. They are not only very
effective, but safe and pleasant to take
—qunalities which must make them
valued by the public.” — Jules Hauel,
Perfumer, Philadelphia, Pa.

Ayer’s Pills,

Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
Sold by all Dealers in Medicines.

clapped my hands for joy; and Dicky

MISCELLANEOQUS,

five fer $1.

DWAY”
POCH od | B B v,

THE GREAT LIVER AND STOMACH R:MEDY.

CURES all disorders of the Stomach, Liver, Bowels, Kidneys, Bladder, Nervous

Diseases, Loss of Appetite, Headache, Constipation, Costiveness, Indigesticn, Bllious-
ness, Fever, Piles, Etc., and renders the system leas lable io contract disesse.

DYSPEPrSIA.

RADWAY'S PILLS are a cure for this complaint. They tone up the internal secretions to

ealthy action, restore strength to the stomach, and enable it fo perform its functions.

PISICE. 25 CENTS PER BOX. SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS.
&~ If your Storekeeper is ont of them we will mail you a box on recelpt of price of
RADWAY & CO., 32 Warren street, New York. S&w

Pears Soap

Kair white hands:
Brightelear complexion

Soft healthful skin.

“PEARS'-The Great English Complexion SUAP --Sold Everywhere”

RUNTINGTON  HOPKINS COMPANY

(SACRAMENTO AND SAN FRANQISCO), DEALFRS IN

Hardwood Lumber, Hardware, and Blacksmiths’ Supplies.

HEADQUARTERS FOR SPORTSMEN'S SUPPLIES, GUNS, RIFLES AND
AMMUNITION, ALSO, FINE POCKET AND TABLE CUTLERY.

\

Will cure Dyspepsia and Indigestion, and

monstrate its

bottle. Dr. Schenck’'s New Beok en Lungs,
Liver and Stomach mailed free. Address
Dr.J.H.Schenck & Sox Philadelphia.

HuMPHREYS®

DR. HUMPHREYS’ SPECIFICS are scientifically and
care! P
ears in pri

hirty years us
cific

These Specifics cure without

s ewcn | LOWeSt Market Prices.

J. M. MILLIKIN, JR. D. W. CHAMBERLIN.

oi¢ Agency for “Quick Meal” Gasoline Stove.

Awarded First and Only Premium at the State Fair, 1889,

Acknowledged
as the BEST STOVE MADE,

Headquarters for Oil Stoves, Garden Hose, Kitchen Goods, Eastern

Gasoline and Coal Oll. Gasoline Stoves Cleaned.
Roofing and Jobbing Promptly Lone,

CHAMBERLIN & C0, 613 K street, Sacramento. {™"xo. see.
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—ALL THE—

Leading Brands

- QOF—

10BACGO

TN~ ¢

—AT THE VERY—

e organs of
ease or over exertion ke
A single bottle will de-

For Sale by all Druggists., Price, £1.00 per

fully prepared prescriptions ; used for many
vate t1:'.actfécew tli su%m,m&é?rgver

y the e. Every single
a special cure fox?teh?g dlseasergmed. o

COGOND AT A bl ok ik ot

LIST OF PRINCIPAL NOS. PRICES.
1 Fevers, Congestion, inflammation...

|
|
|

% Whooping ConghﬁyVlolent Coughs.

CURES.

TRY OURCELEBRATED

La Pinariega
KEY WEST CIGARS!

WHICH HAVE A WIDE FAME.
TBEY ARE THE

yorms, Worm Fever, Worm Coliec..
rying Colic, or Teething of Infanta
i dre! Adults....

hache, Faceache. ...
Hendac es, Sick Headache, Vertigo
yspepsia, Billous Stomach
n{rreued or Painful Periods.
e e ot
roup, Cougl a
alt & eum, ipelas, Enﬁ:t:fms.
heumatism, eumatic P
ever ﬁd A gue, Chills, Malaria....
iles, Blind or Bleedin
>atarrh, Influenza, Cold in the Head

General Debllity, P!
Kidney Disease
Dol DIty . Wetting Bed. 1 90
rinar eaknes: A
}iisenseys of theHeart, Palpitation 1.00

sical Weakness
BEST KEY
GBTAINABLE

WEST GOODS

ric!

Sold Druggsts, or sent tpald on receipt
of ricg.y DR. HUMPHREYS' ﬁ.\‘t.u.. (144 pages)

Humphreys’ MedicineCo.109 Fulton St. N Y.

£y~ IN THE MARKET. @&

y bound in cloth and gold, mailed free.

Take no shoes unlet

SPECLIEICS: pAUTION

W. L. Douglas’ name an

of

at

th

BO!

Imparts the most deliclous taste and zest t0

a MEDICAL GEN-
TLEMAN at Mad-
ras, to his brother

May, IS5L
LEA & PERRINS’ (Seszuy
highly esteemed in [0S
India, and isinmy §g S~ =25

opinion, the most &
palatable, as well &

as the most whole- ¥

mad

Signature on every bottle of thegenuine & origins
JOHN DUMCAN’S SONS, NEW YORM

price are stamped on tk
bottom. If the dealer cannot supply ‘01
send direct to factory, enclosing advertis¢
mrice. — o

{THE WORCESTERSHIRE)

SOUPS,
GRAVIES,
FISH,
HOTXCOLD

EXTRACT
aLETTER from

WORCESTER, e
«Ten £SAUCES)
at their sauce is PFo-Tok; S \

W. L. DOUCLA!
$3 SHOE ceniihen

Fine Calf, Heavy Laced Grain and Cree:
meor Waterproof,

Best in the world. Examine his
85.00 GENUINE HAN D-SEWED B‘HOI
84.00 JIAND-SEWED WELT SHOE.
8§3.50 POLICE AN .
8€2.50 EXTRA VALUE CALF SHCE.

25 & 82 WOGRKINGMEN'S SHOES.
.00 and 81,75 BOYS' SCHOOL SHCE!
* All made in Congress, Button and Lace.

GAME,
N WELSHe.

wvs RAREDITS,
¥ &c»

YWy

Y

me szuce that is |
»

$3 & $2 SHOES . 4if8

8§1.75 SHOE FOR MISSES,
Best Material. Best Style. Best Fittim
« L. Douglas. Brockton, hass. feid by

WEINSTOCK, LUBIN & CO;,

400 to 412 K st., Sacramento.
fel-6mTTS

1o s colubie.” """ W. . BROWN,
No Chemicals —DEALER IN—

]
are used in its preparation. It has | Wall I’aper, Paper Hangmg and Deco-
R e et S e O rating in all its Branches’
I} or Sugar, and is therefore far more
economical, costing less than one cent

GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878,
W. BAKER & COsS

(Introducing the Roman Art of Decorating),
; 823 J street.....[TTStf]......Sacramento, Cal.

STANTON’'’S AME

a cup. It is delicious, nourishing,
strengthening, EASILY DIGESTED,

f and admirably adapted for invalids .

3 F =
= as well as for ns in health. }
SO b Gl oy Wik ennzrczal Billsl
W.BAKER & C0., Dorchester, Mass. Sale and Infallible. Guaraniced 50 per cent stronger

than the so-called English article, snd 8 g -
V' D ist: swhere, or by mail. §1. Send 4e.
fer SmwWS ;:":M'ﬁ'; i'uu-.m" - Specific Med. Co., Phila., Pay

* NEWE OF THE WORLD IS CONTAINED ! by KIRK, GEARY & CO.,Sacramento
in‘the WEEKLY Unrox, N eTay




